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A volva or vélva ( Old Norse and Islandic, respectively, plural forms volur and vélvur, sometimes angicized vala; 
also spakona or spaekona) is a female shaman and seer in Norse religion and a recurring motif in Norse mythology. 


A goði or goth (plural godar) is an Old Norse term for a cheftain-priesi. (Wikpedia) 


The pain. The first thing that came to me was pain Head, hand, actually the whole shoulder. Back. 


Then the smell. A smoke, a fire? Something smoked. | groaned. 


A warm hand touched my forehead. 


Voice. Probably male. It came to me like from behind a thick curtain. | didn't understand much. 


| opened my eyes. At first my sight was not clear, but after a few blinks | could see the face of person bent 
over me. Long, wavy blond hair surrounded a long, bearded, masculine face. From under furrowed, dark 
eyebrows, the eyes peered at me. | couldn't see of what color they were, it was too dark around, but | felt 
they were steely gray. Like a cloudy sky over the fjord. Where did this comparison come from? It came 


naturally into my head. The man looked like a viking warrior. 


- How are you feeling? 


| understood this question, but | didn't have the strength to answer. A further moan escaped my mouth. 
A warm hand stroked my forehead and hair. | moved my head slightly to look around. No chance. The headache 


was too nasty. 


| realized | was lying. Above me | had a ceiling of dark wooden beams. Strange, round ceiling ..? Something 
lighter between the beams. | moved my fingers. My hands rested on something strange, hairy .. On the sheep's 
skin? 

| blinked, felt sand under my eyelids. The eyes were teary a little. | still haven't seen clearly. Where | was, it 


was rather dark. 


- The wind is getting stronger - | heard a voice coming from another place. It didn't belong to a man bending 


over me. - Storm is coming. 


- And it's getting cold - That said the man whose hand was still resting on my forehead. Its warmth radiated 
gently, slightly relieving the pain pulsing in my skull. - We have to put more wood to the fire. 


- Wood is wet, it will give more smoke than heat. Anyway, the wind still squeezes smoke into the house. 


- Doesn't matter, we have to warm her up. | will bring some wood inside, it will dry a bit by the fire. 


The men were talking quietly. The one whose hand gave me a relief from pain stood up and probably went 
outside. A gust of wind smacked my face. 

The other male, who remained so far invisible to me, came closer. This one, for a change, had very dark hair, 
though also long and wavy, sneaking out from under the hood he was wearing. His face seemed to be familiar, 


but | couldn't match it with any name. He had strange eyes. He squinted looking at me. 


Suddenly, something crackled. | shuddered nervously. 


- Don't be afraid, it's just wood burned in the fire - he said and moved burning fragments of wood with a long 
stick. It became brighter for a moment. | shuddered once again. | was not afraid of the crackle of a burning 
wood. | just saw his eyes. Did | see right? Did they actually flashed green for a moment? Strange, as the cat's? 
Or was it just fire that has been so strangely reflecting in them? Who was that man? Eyes of the Godi. 


The door opened again and another cold blast of wind came into the cottage. The blond-haired man threw an 


armfull of wood to the ground beside the fire. 


- It should be enough for some time. I'll spread it around the hearth. It's not as wet as | feared. It should dry 


quickly. 
- Herbs are ready - said the other man, the one in the hood. - Help her to sit down, she has to drink it. 


The blond Viking approached me and pulled away the woolen blanket | was covered with. He helped me to sit on 
my bed, but seeing that it was difficult for me to stay in this position, he knelt down behind me and leaned my 
back against his chest. Warmth flowed from his whole body. 


Dark-haired Gothi gave me a metal cup with steaming content. | touched the cup, but it was too hot. Viking 
took it from Goti's hands and brought it closer to my mouth. 


- Drink, with small sips. It will do you good - he said 


| obediently blew on that hot drink and took a small sip. It was aromatic, sweet and sour, smelled with 
raspberries and something else that | couldn't identify. Although it scalded my lips, | forced myself to drink a 
little more. My head fell back to the Warrior's chest. He gave the cup back to Gothi and covered me with a 
thick blanket that smelled of damp wool. 


- Do you want to lie down? - He asked, whispering almost directly into my ear 


- No - | replied, fighting unsuccessfully with a somnolence that began to enshroud me like fog. | felt safe and 
comfortable in the arms of the Warrior. | could've sworn that | had heard his steady heartbeat as | was 
falling asleep. 


When | woke up once again, | was lying down on my sheepskin bed again. Both men were sitting by the fire. 
Gothi threw some herbs into a pot which was hung over the fire and was stirring them with a wooden spoon. 
It looked like he was mumbling some spells under his breath. The warrior leaned his elbow on the bent knee and 
was eating something. | saw his profile and a fire light playing in his golden locks. He was staring at the flames 
and didn't pay attention to his companion. When he reached out for the next piece of whatever he was eating, 
his gestures were accompanied by a quiet jingle. He wore several silver bracelets around his wrist, from which 


reflected the blaze of fire again and again. 


- The storm is not about to end - Gothi said, pouring a drink from a pot into two cups. One of them he gave 


to the Warrior. - We have to make a decision. 


Indeed, | heard the steady sound of rain pouring from the sky. As | listened carefully, | heard a distant rumble 
of thunder. 


- We need help - said the blond one. - | think we should not wait until morning. 


- | don't think so too - his companion agreed with him. - How long will take to get to the village, you think? 


- By this weather? Probably a few hours, two at least. If you won't get lost. We've got a damn bad luck, my 
friend. 


- Not us, it's her, rather. - Gothi nodded at me. | didn't move, they didn't know | was awake. 


- That's right - the blond Viking admitted. - I'll go to the village, you'll look after her. 


- No, lll go. Thats my sister, after all. - Gothi said firmly. 


A sister? I'm Gothi's sister? 


- Volva .. - | whispered 


They both turned their heads to me. 


- Volva .. am | a volva? A witch? 


A deafening thud resounded just above us. The men exchanged an alarmed look. The blond warrior approached 


to my bed. 


- You are not a witch, you hit your head and you need to take a rest. Your brother will go to the village for 
help. 


His warm hand was stroking my hair again 


- The lightning hit somewhere very close to us. It's dangerous to go through the woods now. 


Godi stood up. 


- We've got no other way. The faster | get there, the better. 


The warrior nodded. 


- Do you have light? - he asked the shaman. The other man in reply showed him something in his hand. A 
beam of bright light coming out of it stung my eyes. | closed them feeling the pain 


- Fine. Then | will give her herbs and something to eat. Be careful. 


- | will. And you, babe, hold on. Lie and rest. - he knelt beside me and kissed me on the forehead. Then he put 
on his coat and hood and left. 


A wild wind was raging outside. 


| suddenly felt threatened The small fire of the hearth didn’t dispel the darkness of the room. It was casting 
disturbing shadows at the whitewashed, though perhaps dirty, uneven walls. | noticed that from one of the 
ceiling beams there was a large wisp of some dried plants hanging. The canvas bag swayed on another. | felt 


dizzy. Lightning struck again somewhere close. 


- Thor gets angry and hits with his hammer .. - | whispered. 


- It looks like he is - the Warrior agreed with me. - Drink, you have to warm up. 


He gave me another cup of raspberry brew. This time he was also holding it for me. It was easier to swallow 
it, it wasn't so hot anymore. Pleasant warmth poured into my interior. Indeed, | was cold. | was shivering. The 
head hurt less although there was one place that hurt me particularly. | touched it with my hand. | had my 
hair stuck together with something dry and stiff. The warrior saw my gesture. 


- Don't touch it. It's blood. You hit your head badly. Do you remember? 


| didn't. In fact, | couldn't recall anything that happened before my awakening in this strange hut. | looked closer 
at my hand. In the glow of the flame, | saw that it was dirty. The dirt was sticky. 


- Damn it, you're bleeding again, I'm afraid - said the Warrior. - We must do something with it. 


A warm trickle went down my neck and along my back. 


The Viking brought a wooden bowl full of water. He looked around for a moment and finally took off his shirt, 
ripped the sleeve away from it and dipped it in the water. | looked at his lean and muscular body, which shone 
in the firelight. 


- | have nothing more suitable but the shirt is clean. It may be unpleasant for a moment, the water is cold, 


but it must be so as to stop the bleeding- he said. 


He sat down next to me and gently pressed wet fabric onto my head. | hissed both in pain and from unpleasant 
feelings when cold water ran down my back, soaking my clothes. However, after a few times of that torture, | 


stopped bleeding. The shirt sleeve was not turning red anymore. 


- You are hungry? We have roasted meat. 


- No thanks. | think | want to sleep. But I'm all wet .. 


- We don't have dry clothes anymore. Only this what's left of my shirt. Put it on. - he threw it on my blanket. 


| tried to take off my shirt not getting up, but my shoulder hurt too much to let me do it myself. The Viking 


watched me secretly. | felt his eyes on me. 


- Stop staring, help me - | demanded. 


He slowly approached to me and again knelt behind my back. His hands slipped under the blanket and found my 
hips. | held my breath. He probably did the same. He found the end of my shirt and gently pulled it up. His 
hands brushed my stomach briefly. | raised one hand up to make it easier for him, but | couldn't lift the other 
arm. He had to help me with it. His forearm touched my naked breasts. | sighed quietly. He seemed to freeze 


for a second, but then he took my shirt and gently wiped my back with a dry part of it, brushing my hair to 
the side. | pulled a wool blanket on me. It felt rough on my naked skin. With Warrior's help | put his torn shirt 
on and laid down with some effort. | was laying facing the fire. lts warmth was soothing, but in the back | felt 
chill. Viking probably guessed what | felt because he covered me with another blanket he had taken from 
another bed 


- I'm still cold - | said - You're probably cold, too. 


| saw that he had put on himself something that looked like sheep's skin When he sat cross-legged by the fire, 
he seemed to be huge. His figure was enlarged by a shadow. 


- Come under my blankets, we'll warm each other up - | suggested. 


He looked at me thoughtfully, but he must have decided that it was a good idea, because after a while he was 
lying next to me. On my back, though it was impossible, it seemed to me that | felt his hair that was covering 
his chest and abdomen tickling me. He put his arm around my waist, but left it resting on the blanket, although 
it probably would've been warmer if he had hidden it. 


After a short while, the chills were over and | started to fall asleep. 


| don't know how long | slept. | dreamt that | danced naked a wild dance in the circle of women. They played 
unknown to me instruments that made strange, rustling sounds. There were chanting some strange words, 
which, however, gradually began to transform into unevenly repeated one word: "Volva". When their voices 
became very loud, something snatched me from my sleep. Perhaps another, distant thunder. The storm 
seemed not to let go .. 


| raised my head and looked around. This word, volva, was now like a distant whisper that blurred with every 
second. The fire was almost completely gone, only smoldering now. My warrior was sleeping behind me. His 
long, fair hair was scattered on the pillow, a few strands rested on his neck, tangled with a strap on which the 
necklace was hung. His neck was long and strong. A thick vein pulsed steadily on one side. | wanted to touch it, 
but | was afraid to wake him up. His mouth was slightly open. One of his arms was stretched up, he rested his 
head on it. The second arm was hid under the blanket. | pulled it away a bit. The arm rested on his stomach. 


Naked, just like the rest of his body. 


My nipples stiffened Was it a result of excitement or cold? 


Yes, it was cold in there. 


| stood up to fed the fire. | was dizzy, but didn't fall. The wood that the Viking brought earlier, dried up. | 
threw a few branches to the flames, but they began to choke the fire. | looked around. | would be perfect to 
find something that the fire would burn easily. My eyes stopped at the dry weeds hanging from the beam 
under the ceiling. The ceiling was low, so | was able to take it off from there. | crouched down next to the 
stones surrounding the hearth and began to throw the stalks one by one into the fire. It seemed that fire was 
obedient to my every gesture. As if | was a witch .. It was exciting. Soon | ran out of stalks. But the fire was 


revived. | was watching it, it seemed to talk to me. 


— .. More.. more... 


There were a lot of dry leaves in the bowl standing on the bench. | sniffed them, rubbing between my fingers. 
They were probably the leaves of which Godi made his healing brew for me. Soon, they also were dancing in 
flames. 


- Volva .. Vola .. - the fire was roaring. The burning wood crackled. Gradually, the fragrant smoke started to 


fill the cottage. 


The melody from my dream appeared in my head. | heard those rustling instruments, or maybe those were 
just trees rustling in rain and wind? At the bottom of Godi's cauldron there was still a bit of brew. It was 
warm. | poured it to the cup and drank it. Some of it dripped on my neck and breasts. | had a wet shirt again. 


| wasn't cold anymore, so | took it off. My shoulder didn't hurt anymore. The head was light as never before. 
A mysterious melody played in it. | started to move to its rhythm around the fire. Bare feet on dry sand of 
the the floor. Long hair tickled the naked skin of my back caressingly. 


The smoke from the fire was very aromatic but also quite dense. There was a hole in the ceiling through 
which that smoke should have escaped, but the wind was pushing it back My eyes stung again, but this time 
it was pleasant in some way. | inhaled the smoke deeply. My throat felt scratchy, so | coughed. Viking moved, 
but didn't wake up, only muttered something in his sleep. Did he say "Volva" as fire did? 


| went to him and pushed the blankets aside again. The cottage was already very warm. Was the Viking sleeping 
with his weapon like any other true warrior? Did he hide his sword under the blankets? 


My blond guardian laid on his back, with hand rested on his sword. A sword ready to fight. Since my hands had 
the power to make a fire, maybe other kind of power has been also hidden in them? | turned my open hands 
towards his weapon Was it just a shadow play or had it become even bigger? | dropped to my knees and on all 
fours, like a cat and sneaked closer. His lips moved, he whispered something. | closed my lips to his and 
whispered straight into them, "Volva, Volva, I'm Volva .." 


- Yes .. - he whispered after a while - you are Vola .. 


| licked his lips. He lifted his eyelids with an effort. | was not wrong. His eyes were steely gray. 


He took my face in both hands and drew it closer to him, kissing. | sat down astride on his belly and pushed his 
hands away, grabbed them strongly and lowered my head to kiss his chest. He wanted to free himself from 
my embrace, but | didn't let him to do it. My tongue found his nipple and teased it for a moment. A low grunt 
came out of his throat. He liked it. So | took care of the other one. This time he gave up without objections. | 
moved the body up a bit. | rubbed my breasts against his chin. His stubble was stiff, sharp, but its touch on 
the delicate skin gave me pleasure. | moved one of my breasts to his lips. He understood immediately. He 
sucked in my hardened nipple and pursed his lips. Firmly. The pleasure and pain pierced my body until | shouted. 
He didn't stop. He sucked on it and teased me with his tongue until | dug my nails into his arms. Then he let it 
go. He locked my other breast in a firm grip. He put his other arm around my waist and still holding me, sat 
down. On the buttock, | felt his erected hot penis, his hidden sword, pulsing. 


My stately warrior kissed my neck gently, biting my ear. He sucked onto my mouth, deeply penetrating it with 
a tongue. | wanted him more and more. When he bent me so he could suck the other nipple, his big hand 
embraced my buttock and pushed it forward, so that | would cling even more to his body. My slippery juices 
covered his abdomen. | dipped both hands into the thick, tangled hair, not letting him stop what he was doing. | 
rubbed myself against him faster and harder, it was wonderfully pleasant to me, but | knew that | needed to 
feel him in me to be satisfied. | freed myself from his bearish grip and mounted him. | screamed when he filled 
me completely. | shouted when | rode him. We were both shouting when we achieved climax. First me, he 
followed after a while. | felt him filling me with his semen. | wanted to cry, tears ran down my face, he licked 
them off. | wanted him again. When he laid me down gently on sheep's skin, | pulled him close to me. | saw, | felt 
that he would be ready again soon. In the meantime, he caressed my body with gentle kisses, his long fingers 
slipped in me from where his juices slowly were spilling out. It didn't bother him to put a tongue in there. | was 


close to madness, when he finally lifted himself on his shoulders and once again entered me. 


- Don't close your eyes, look at me .. - he whispered, piercing me with his eyes. 


| did what he demanded and saw his jaw muscles and nostrils twitching. | saw him losing control over himself 
with each thrust. He held my hips tightly, devouring me with his eyes as | was devouring him. | admired the 
muscles of his arms and stomach as fucked me with all his might. We fit together perfectly. This was not the 


first time we have found out about it. We were one body, one soul. 


When | clenched fingers on my nipples to caress them, he growled. | knew that he was coming again. His thumb 
made some circular movements on my clitoris and | screamed spasmodically. And he gushed again in me. For a 
moment his hot, sweaty body covered mine equally hot and sweaty. The last spasm tugged at me. | bit his 
shoulder. Hard. He didn't even noticed and closed me in his embrace. | laid down my head on his chest. His heart 
was pounding as if it wanted to jump out. Quite like mine. 

We fell asleep. 

The Witch and her Viking warrior. 


The tugging by my arm woke me up. By the the one | had sore. | winced in pain 


- Miss Page, please, wake up, open your eyes! 


A strange man was leaning over me. It was almost bright. | could see him clearly. | blinked a few times. 


- Come on, Patricia, open your eyes! Well, thank God, she woke up. How are you? How's your head? - he asked 


me questions, at the same time measuring my pulse on the wrist. 


- Not bad, | guess.. It hurts a bit and this arm too .. 


- ll help you sit down, | need to look at your head. 


That man wore a medical outfit. He had a small lamp on his forehead that struck me with its light. His fingers 
gently brushed my hair away and were moving gently around the aching spot. 


- This wound must be stitched. It's quite large. Do you feel nausea? 


- Nro .. - | hesitated a bit. - l'm thirsty. 


- There is still some tea - | heard a familiar voice from behind my back. - Unless some insects got in there. 
No, it looks good. | added some raspberry leaves To the tea, doctor. | wanted her to warm up. Patti, I'll give you 


some, okay? 


- Good, very good - the doctor mumbled behind my head, applying dressing. 


| looked towards the fire, which was dying out again. My brother, Jimmy, stood there in a long green jacket, 
almost a coat, with a hood. His dark, long curls seemed to be wet. 


- Godi .. l'm Volva .. - | whispered and | immediately recalled my dream of the Viking and our night activities. 


- What s this whole »Volva" thing about?- My brother was surprised. - Since she hit her head, every now 


and then she mumbles "Volva" What is it? Have you ever heard such word? Is it a real word at all? 


| didn't answer him, because | was frantically trying to recall how in hell | was able to get dressed before my 
brother's return with the doctor, since | fell asleep in the arms of .. Viking. Yes, that must had been a dream. | 


was wearing a shirt with a torn away sleeve. 


- | think I've heard it somewhere - | heard from behind my back. | turned around with some effort and saw .. 


a Viking! 


Robert stood leaning against the wall, also dressed in a jacket, very similar to that one of my brother's, 


thrown on a bare torso. He was almost touching the ceiling with his head with disheveled lion's mane. 


| swallowed with difficulty. 


- Have you slept a little bit at least last night? - | asked him. 


- A little - he replied, staring at me searchingly. 


- We need to take you to the hospital, you need to do an x-ray, maybe there is a skull fracture. What 


tempted you three to stay and sleep so far away from civilization? - doctor shook his head. 


- My friend came up with the idea that it would be interesting to spend a night or two in an old Welsh hut 
deep in the woods - said Jimmy. - He found this place and convinced us into a trip to feel the atmosphere of 


this place. Well, we felt it - he added with a sneer. 


- Well, it's actually the best place to feel the atmosphere of old times - the doctor laughed. - You probably 
don't know, but it is said that here stood the hut of the seer, a kind of Celtic sorcerer. The village was not far 
away, much closer than the today's one is, and she lived a bit out of the beaten track. People were coming to 


her for advice, sometimes for medicines and herbs. 


- And she lived in this cottage? - | asked. 


- Not in this particular one and probably a little different looking one. The archaeologists found here something 
years ago. This cottage is a reconstruction. Although quite successful, as it seems. It has the right 


atmosphere. 


| glanced at Robert. He was chewing a blade of straw and was watching me intensely. 


- And how did this accident happen actually? - asked the doctor, when the paramedics from the ambulance 


parked nearby were placing me on a stretcher. 


- My sister came into the stream and slipped. She banged her head at the stones. She lost consciousness and 
if Robert didn't see her fall, she would probably drown.. He had to run to her and take her out. It was a hard 


work because the current in the stream is strong. He was wet from head to toe. 


- That's right, the stream is dangerous. You were lucky, young lady, that there was a knight nearby - the 


doctor smiled at me. 


- A Viking warrior - | whispered, but the doctor heard my words. 


- A Viking warrior? Well, in fact, he even fits - he looked at Robert and laughed. - Well, now let's go to the 
ambulance! Gentlemen, you can come with us. We will not leave you here alone. Especially that you have 


probably enough of walks in the woods - he nodded to Jimmy. 


The next day, Jimmy and Robert returned the cottage by car for the things they left there. 


- Fortunately, the bones are not broken. Patti must only heal a headache and save a bruised arm for some 


time - said Jimmy, looking through the window at the forest. - It could really end badly. 


He sneezed loudly at the end of the sentence. 


- You caught a cold? - Robert asked. 


- Yes. Of course | lost my way in this damn forest. The flashlight began to blink and go out. It was raining cats 
and dogs and blowing like hell 


- You said that you put in new batteries before we left. 


- Because | did. | don't know what happened, they got wet or something. Then the flashlight suddenly turned on, 


but | was close to the village anyway. And why are you so silent? Did you catch a cold, too? 


- Yeah, probably. 


- I'm not surprised. When | saw you sleeping wrapped in that sheep's skin, it gave me chills. Didn't you 


remember that you had a jacket in your sack? 


- No. 


Jimmy shrugged. If Robert didn't want to talk to him, let it be. Anyway, they've already arrived. 


It took them a moment to sort out the mess they left the day before. 


- Listen, where did you put my weed? 


- Nowhere. | haven't seen it even 


- Where are the dry stalks that hung here? - Jimmy pointed to a broken piece of string hanging sadly from 


the ceiling beam. 


- | have no idea. 


- | hid the weed in there, between those branches. Damn it, it was such a good stuff.. - Jimmy scratched his 


head, looking around. - That witch from the forest took it, or what ..? 


- Here lies a book, is it yours? - asked Robert, pointing to the wooden bench in the far corner of the cottage. 


- Oh, it's probably Patti's book She asked me to bring it back to her. 


The book was lying with its back up, opened on one of the pages. 


Robert went to pick up the book and read the title. "Beliefs and traditions of the Vikings". The title of the 


chapter on which the book was opened said: "Volva. Nordic female shaman" 


A shiver passed through him. He took the book with him and headed towards the exit. Jimmy was waiting for 
him there. 


- Are you planning to shave this beard off, or do you rather really want to get into Viking character for 
good? - My brother snorted with laughter. 


- Piss off, will you? - Robert grumbled, rubbing his sore arm stealthily. He had a red-bluish distinct bite mark 


on it. 


